228         FROM   DRURY   LANE  TO   MECCA

tell the theatrical producer I would return. Skirting
the dung heaps and sleeping dogs in the lane, greeting
the many people who knew me since my prosecution
and acquittal, I neared the Mecca Post Office with its
little Ottoman crest over the white door. The official
in charge happened to be there, and I wrote out a
short wire addressed to Dr. Abdur Rahman, in
Jeddah.

Returning through the Bazaar on my way to the
Matof's house I thought I must buy a few souvenirs.
So I bargained with a fellow who vended rosaries at a
booth and obtained a pretty specimen from the numerous
bunches of bead chains which dangled around the owner's
turban. The making of these devotional accessories is
one of Mecca's very few industries. A number of carvers
work with knife, lathe and drill at the manufacture of
the wares which are exported to the entire world. Every
pious Moslem considers the local rosaries to be parti-
cularly sacred. My own collection keeps increasing
because those returning South African Malay Hajis who
know Mahmoud Churchward personally usually bring
along a few for him. The beads vary greatly. Some
expensive chains possess ivory or silver links while
the common model consists of plain wood.

Learned ecclesiastical officials at the Haram had
promised to find me a piece of the last Holy Carpet that
had been cut up. But the pilgrims who came before me
during the popular season had not allowed a single
remnant to survive. By now the bits were in every
corner of the Islamic World. So I wrote to my wife's